SIR   WILLIAM  WATSON

Art's uncorrapted mother, Nature,

Nature ! whose lapidary seas

Labour a pebble without ease,

Till they unto perfection bring

That miracle of polishing;

Who never negligently yet

Fashioned an April violet.

Nor would forgive, did June disclose

Unceremoniously the rose. . . .

So guiltless of a fault or slip

In its victorious workmanship ;

Who suffers us pure Form to see

In a dead leaf's anatomy;

And pondering long where greenly sleep

The unravished secrets of the deep,

Bids the all-courted pearl express

Her final thoughts on flawlessness,

But visibly aches when doomed to bring

Some inchoate amorphous thing

Into a world her curious wit

Would fain have shaped all-exquisite,

As the acorn cup's simplicity,

Or the Moon's patience with the sea,

Or the superb, the golden grief

Of each October for each leaf,

Phrased in a rhetoric that excels

Isaiah's and Ezekiel's.

Here we have Sir William's creed as an artist;
he has obstinately argued for the pumice-stone
polish on which Catullus prided himself: Words-
worth and Th6ophile Gautier meet in him. As
usual, when his best is before us, we forget his
theories ; art has concealed art, and we are in the
presence of the true thing perfectly said. No man